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TheMother o h sad
By 'KATHE-RINE Hot-LAND »R«>Wm

NM, aR ler Ciry, end 1 C&me Qufrk, 9U taad Close

SH EER from the ice-rnailed lake below
rose the Island, a
white cliffe of s.oli-
t U d e, towering,
snow-piled, mount-
ing steep on steep.
No breath of wind
stirred the laden

iVory forest; no lisp of surf nor mur-
miur of pines broke that encbanted
Peace. And yety as we climbed the
last wide, gleaming edge, beyond the
Old Fort bill, there lilted up through
the crystalline air a fleeting cail of
mnelody. A wornan's voice, from the
tiny, red-roofed cabin nested below
the cliff, singing, in hushed content,
a soft, slow luilaby. Through the
quaint, halting rhyrne there echoed a
Plaintive Celtic pathos; yet past it
thrilled the higher, truer harmony of
its rnother-joy.

1 leaned at the brink to hear. And
as the song loitered on, unknowingly
1 twisted the tender alien words into
Our harsher speech:

"'Rest, little Son of my heart!
Rest littie Love of rny day!

Quiet, my wood-pigeon, shut thy
eyes;

Hush, my willful one, stili thy cries.
Ah, littie Son, thou mnust sleep,

must sleep!
Ah, little Son, do not stay!

<'Dream, littie Joy, on my breast.
Drearn, littie Prince, of thy play.

Loud are the voices that summon
and cry,

Soon cornes the flight for thy eagle-
heart nigh;

Then, littie Son, thou must wake,
must wake!

Dream, littie Son, wilst thou
may."

"That song our Marcelite bas made,
for love of Prosper, ber one child,"

said Octave, peering down at the
cabin, half-buried in gieaming snow.
-Twonnet, there, sings it as she heard
ber mother sing it, at ber own cradle
in years long ago. To ahi our women
is it chanson beloved. Yon, too,
would love it .Madame-had you ')ut
known our Marcelite."

"Marcelite ?"
Octave's leatbern face creased into

quizzing wrinkles.
"You who know the ishaxid as bv

the beart, Madame? Yet have flot
heard of> her, our Marcelite? But
no wonder. For eighteen years it is,
this day o! Christmnas, since the
miracle; and even 1, -who'saw and
knew, forget rnany tbings. But-flot
that. Not while vision remains to me
can 1 forget.

"Yonder stands ber cabin, Madame,
of gray stones, with the great beams,
and a roofed firepiace buiht outside,
as well as one built witbin. For Mar-
celite and Philippe, ber busband, came
first to Mackinac 'rnost sixty year
gone, in the Black Frost year. Then
there were rnany poor here; the baif-
breeds; also many wbo had forgot
how to work, and bad not find h'out
how to live without: also those mal-
heureux in good faith, sick, or, lame,
or new-comers to this country, and
slow to earn. One thing they not be
slow to learn-tbat is, the road to
Marcelite's door. Corne snow, corne
shine, that path, she be tramped so
clean, no foot kmn miss it! And Mar-
celite help them, every one. 'We can-
not buy clothes for aIl these poor
people, Philippe,' she say, withbher
bright eyes shine, and ber black bead
high like a queen. 'But we can so
build our hearth that they can always
be made welcorne and warm.' Thàt's
Marcelite, Madame. Now you under-
stand.

"They had no money, no more than
the rest of us. But they both work
bard, day in, day h'out; and ail tbey

touch prosper, hiippe, hg *cary dieý
mail, he fish, bho be carpentler; Mar_.
celite, shemkegadn she coolk,;
she keep her hque soe lin. ad
beautiful, it's likt a pktui e to
inside. And no snatter héiw hard tlïtv
work, how tÎred',tbey b e, aways b_
Ihave tirne and, strength for àêtlhos.

Ifany 'fa lose'> is boat, lW. mn ahit
o! flour-there's-wbere you find Phi-
ippe. If any is suffer is a, bgeavi

-tee's Marcelite.Soh
wil

p"And they're just the happieit eo-

am~ ffteeu, 1 ie sick; aun' AU dayv
I listeI for Philippe's whistho, fois
Marcelite's cahl. Wrhin they comiiet'i
like the. rocn is il lit up and waern;,
I laugh, I talk, I forget ,l1 my broko-
body my legs tlat wifl not go,

"Bt that yeat,.after, then came t.he
fever. t atoppe4 beforcech di 4oý,
Not one housèhold did escape. hl
lippe and Marcelite bad tbret chiu-
dren; so cunning. Lucien, his motb-
er' s own, with the grave lips, the
eyes that smiled; Ptit Philippe, wbo
w-as as bis father, like as tge lî ttie
branch to the great tree;, and the lit-
tic Marie, who bad ber share »of both.
And like a great fire-flame, the fever
uswept that house. And there was left
to them flot one of ail their brood.

"For ten years, then, they lived on
with us. Always kind, gentle, tbey
were, Madame. But Philippe, he flot
whistle no more. An' Marcelite. she
hoe bier garden, sbe cook, she keep
her bouse ail wbite and sweet, like a
shrine. But she boid ber bead aiways
turned aside, like sbe's listening; and
ber eyes grow wide and duli, and
their sigbt is dimmed, for that she's
trying always to see, sometbing away,
away.

"Maybe it's nine, maybe ten years
after the fever. Me, I forget. But
one night o! April I corne home very
late, past Philippe's cabin. There's a

T.Tf. fl<

UaaLW, sio UUÇ need l. o
or. Now -she.-*nfth~

"Prosper, they na4 th aby.
AdPoper ista. e

sure! He grow so la you b-
lieve! Before tbe fiost e an
talk; when the yegr 'rounds f trn
everywhere, he's bqe
soul on these Isl*fl#. He Wââ ght
and strong and dark, like Phîippe,
with the black bair curi' tight, and
the eyes lie black stars; but tthe laugh
in those eyeWMarcelitc'& oi"'; andI
just baby tlithl e , ho carry his
hiead bigh, iIIe 11*8 boss cf these
Islan' by right.

"And that is prett' near wbat ho lu,
for sure, Madame. He's so strong, s0
iiandsome, so~ brave, we ail give him
de whip-handlc, sarne's Phihippe a.nd
Marcelitethemeselves. He carry things
with de high hand. He be ai ways in
de miscbie,; he demands always bis
own way. However, that way o! his
is the good way. Toujours. It appears
be is flot alone the child of Marcelite


